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We were strolling down a sort of carriage drive
that swept forward, as such things usually do if there
is space for it, in a vast curve. The place was not
unlike Richmond Park but rather more trim and well-
ordered, perhaps the private park of some duke or
other. We had walked slowly forward for some time,
slowly because Miss Tweedletop is (or was) an
elderly woman; and had been idly talking of this
and that, when suddenly I saw, only a little way in
front, a most curious group, a herd of the most un-
likely creatures. They were of various sizes, but the
largest would be easily twice the size of a full-grown
elephant. They were not unlike elephants in appear-
ance, except that they tapered more noticeably from
head (their heads were enormous) to tail, and though
they had the same huge flopping ears, they had no
trunks. I am no lion tamer and I confess to being
nervous in the presence of all strange animals, but I
think that even a lion tamer or an elephant hunter
might have felt rather diffident about approaching
such creatures, who looked as if they had strayed out
of the early chapters of the Outline of History. Miss
Tweedletop, however, walked on even after she had
noticed the astonishing brutes we were gradually
approaching.

"Ah," she exclaimed, but rather slowly, like one
who makes small-talk, "there are the Berkshire
Beasts." She said it quite casually, just as peoplp
say "There is the County Court" or "There is the
Albert Memorial" when they are not excited about